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and I was well aware that art was also being dragged by the neck
and made to dance in this scruffy proletarian Bacchanal, but I was
puzzled to see what it might have to do with my bicycles and said so.
The short-haired fury's mouth opened and the balls of her eyes
stared so wide that I thought she was about to throw a fit, but she
recovered herself and spat at me :
"You filthy bourgeois swine ! You worm your way into positions
of power pretending to serve the workers so that you can save your
own pampered skin by stealing the workers' bread ! What do you
know about art ? All you know is the hireling art of the capitalists I
Pah ! A new world is being born. We artists are its teachers, its
planners, its inspirers. We shall turn men who once crawled on
the ground in Russia into gods that shall be seen with envy from
every corner of the earth, and you have the effrontery, the unspeak-
able impertinence to ask me what we want with bicycles! Bicycles!
Are we to be smothered with bureaucracy as we were under the
old regime ? Are we to be made to walk when the workers have
made us free to fly ? Oh, you------5>
I have no idea how I was to be further denounced or apostro-
phized because she suddenly interrupted herself in full cry and with
a peremptory "Wait here, I shall return !" thrown to her companion,
strode out of the room.
I went to the window to see her go off, and by the mercy of
God or her own virtuous indignation she mounted her cycle with
fair success and was able to wobble away down the street, taking
her wrath with her unimpaired.
I was left rather speechless by this whirlwind departure and
turned to face the companion she had left behind her, half ready
for another onslaught, half plucking up my courage to tell her to
get out as I had work to do. She had stayed back in the darkest
comer of the room while the other was shouting at me and I had
scarcely observed her. Now she came forward.
She had no hat on, no cloak, just a blouse and skirt. There
was nothing in her hands, and she held them, one clasping the other
down in front of her in an attitude so childish, wistful almost, that
I stared at her in alarth. She was like a naughty little girl who had
come to thwart anger with a face full of tears. The contrast between
this humility, a little ridiculous in a grown woman, and the coarse
arrogance of the one who had just rushed out was wildly grotesque.
But she must have seen from my face that she had got the effect
she wanted, for she threw back her head and laughed.
"You funny man," she tinkled. "How could you think I was
going to bite you when I was only asking you not to bite me?
Don't you mind Morosova* She just barks. She doesn't bite. She'll